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THANKSGIVING.

Brown Antmnn's lavish Bhead had spread
(ro bissh and hrake her terries red.
And frow the crisp barrs everbead,

}

18 which all Summer they hnal lxin,
With pattering souwd. Tike draps of rain,
Ripe chestauts fell upot the plaia;

d lbern anid grasary were stored
;\N":lh the ripe coru—the Winter board—
And plenty reigned al every hesard

And ones aguin retarned the day,
When, sasting care and wway,
A peojie HfL thelr baods to pray,

And blews e lovi-mnd severvipn will
That did theedr homos with plewty il
Aud keep their bounids anshaken still

Om many & ooltags haarth, that nizht,
Gilenmwes ruddily the fagot's light
And recud it gethered Taces bright.

Without. was wiad, and strrm, and sleot ;
Within, the sound of daneing feet,
Aud bursts of langhter wild and swest

Put by the hearth of Farmer Stone
He sat with the gosd wife alne.
Save that We ding. whe now sl grown,

Tn faithfal service, old and gray,
Colledl up tpon the hewrthirug lay,
And dogsd the evening bosrs away.

The farmer spake: “Tin yrars toduay,
The ship that bore onr oy away,
Went alowiy sailing dows the bay.

Ten years' | count them o'er ol o'vr—
Ehe pevor gained ber destinod shote;
Uur boy peturned Lo o Do trs

* But 00, we have & howme more falr,
Where grief cus apter iel, o care—
May we but find vnr ot s there!

“Cense. murmuring theughts, ts vex my mind;
il s way= are dark, and we are blind—
Jmap, Carle! it was but fhe wind !

in crraking hinges swymg the door
A atru stomed ypn the tiwir—
T e dug lowked up, but harked no more.

e It come Y the farmer sabl—
“ Welomue ty foud, aml fire, sod bid,
And shelter for thy weary beail.

“No thanks  An oprn dees 1 heep
1 baid 8 spp—swert be hin aloep—
The scran surzes o'vr him swor)

vre he Hring—did he stand
| wpwen ® stranger land
Sheald 1 not bless the (riewdiy lond

ol slonld Risd pity on hio take!
Blranger r.mv G, PLcose be make— -
¥ vt re weleomue, fur the loat ogie’'s salie
Umbok Troms his head the sranger (e
The cup that hid his foew befiore,

Then turned hit to the firo ones more,

Father am 1 a strownger still !
Mother ddo v it Koow your Will§
Nt ded =t deail bus Bying etill'™

Now wor s me!” the mother eadd;
“This in somme trick of my old head
My jwoy—who save he ke pof dead '

Piag the old fatler, well pontent,
Forgok sl who (e blrssing scop
And warimured, as The Knee he ot

While «'vr his res slide B vay
Niright as u glew f Heaven s vwn d.n! :
“The Lourd is gracione—Irl ne pray.”

Sclect Story.
COUSIN SOPHRONY CARTER.

ASTORY OF THE BEYOLUTION.

BY VIEGINIA F. TOWNSIEND.

SDear mi, sue, Aninl Sylevy!®

“Wall, Saphrony, you'll Live o sea,” auswor-
ed, ina toneof dolefal warning, Mrs, Mylvy Ri-
ter, the litthe soft.voieed wife of Donoon  Riter,
of Berry Farms; and she shook her bead solemn-
Iy as shw cleaved throngh the mellow  beart of a
ripe quince, and senopedl ont thie enre into a peek
measure on one siile of her, wlhicli woas hall filled
with the golden parings of ripe froit.. “This
*ore triftin® with young men’s atfections, aud han-
kerin' afler theadmiration o' this sl Cother aue,
s sartin to bring down trouble on one'sown heal
sooter or later.  As my grandmestber ased to
say, when o gal had got the troe love of an hoa-
esl man, amd didn't set store by it, she'd live to
sen e day slie’d repent on it and | believe it's
ua troe as Seripture, Now there's Josiah Stiles,
as clever aud sober-uitnded aoad l;ljlllnl“ﬂul[\_']t'll "
Foung man as you'll find ="

“(Oh, now, for all the world, Aunt Sylvy,”™ in-
terrapted Sophrony; and she tossed her pretty,
restless, waving head, and then set herself more
\-lgwrun-l_\ to work than ever at the muslin and
ruffle she was ermping with the small bilade of
her father’s great pocket knife.  “Josiah Stilex
don't care austhing special about me, or what |
da. IfIchoose togo to the apple bee with Steve
Plat, next Momday evenin', it's none o' his hasi-
pess; and 1 ean't be wmade to see why 1 should
put iy finger in my month, like n scared sehool
girl, and say, ‘By yoor leave, air™

Mrs. Hiter pansed in the widst of her half
ared quinee, and torned right about and faced
I:rq niece, while the goldeu rind coiled about her
fingers,

“Now, Soplirony Carter,” she said, with sol-
emn emphnsis, “you know better than that "are;
yon know, when von say that Josink Stiles dou't
care anything eapevial about von, that he wor-
ships the gronud you tread on; and yon know
beat, ton, whal sort of enconragement yon've
given him with your pretty firtin® airs amd ways
~leadin® bhim on and holdin' him off for the last
two yoars, asa gal o sour stofl ean al’ays con-
trive ta do; and now, when yon fiel in your
own sonl an sartin that you've gut him fxed
tight, as yon do o sittin” there this lessed miio-
it, and that be, ax noble a fellow as ever trod
shoe-leather, lovea yon with a trae, honorable
Jove, as a man only loves & woman wnece in his
life, you're jest goiu’ to try your wwn power by
givin® bim the mittin’, and goin’ to the apple bea
In company with Steve Plet, who von wouldn't
turn over your right hand for: aml you'll langh,
and danee, and shake your lead, and cut np
ginerally; amd be gloryin® all the time in the
thought o' the pain, and fever, and madness like,
which is goin' on in Josiah's beart. Oh, 'Ophy,
wiy dear child, yon may depemd on’l, Satan's at
the bottom o' all this, and be'll bring you jutoe
the mire soomer or later, as be al'ys does those
who heeds his connsels.” .

Sophreny Carter had sat turning all eolors,
and pervously fapping her foot on the sanded
floor, during her anut’s spoechi; for her own eon-
science would anthoritatively Tise up and con-
firm all that her annt sail, spite of the saphis-
tries with which the girl tried to drown jis
voice, and she broke out irritably at the conclas-
jon, ns a self-convicted party is apt to du:

wNow, Annt Bylvy, te be sure, none wonll think
T was just fit fur prison or the bangman's rope,
to hear vou gnon so. Can't a gal have a little
bit o’ fan with ber beaux, without your puttin’
on as solemncholly s face an thongh she'd been
kotohed toein' off a stockin' Satnrday night af-
ter sundown? You've sieh old-fashioned notions;
but voun old folks forget you was gals anee.™

“No, Sophrony, 1 ain't forget; aml it's the
memory o the time when your wncle Jacoh Ri-
ter first came & conrtin’ me, as Richand Carter
did vour mother, that makes me more in airnest,
for | am sot in duin® my dnty by my dear sister’s
child, as I promised myself when T stood Ly her
onffin, %o that, if the Lord grant, I shall never
hnve ansthing to reproach mysell with, when 1
lonk npon ler face in heaven : awd, Bophrouy,
I'd be willin' she shonld look down aml hear
every wond I'm sayin' to you this minit, cos, von
fuow in yoar own sonl, it's jest what she'd say
too, if shie was a settin’ in this chair”

Tears of genuine feeling and momentary peni-
tevee crushed themselves along the silken lash-
es which hid the bright blve eyes of Sophrony
Carter. The an, flash died away from her
cheoks, the daintily erimped mffle fell into ber
lap., aed she leaned towards her aunt with a saft-
oned cxpression of countensnce, when her little
bmtllurr‘n voice was beard at the kitchen door.

“I say, Sophrony, here's the bag o’ flonr. The
millar mnhra‘tg:;' it groud afore,’cos ho had
%9 or threo jobs on hand.”

fifieenth

| aml

| fentures,

| #“Well, Tke, I'm glad enongh to see you at last,” |
i she exclaimed, briskly starting up. ~I'll set

right to, aunt 8xlve, and secur np the brass ket-

tle for them preserves, and then I'll knead up

the doughnuts, or L shaw't get 'em biled for sup- |
per.

| It was an afternoon in the Indian Sammer,

dnring the last quarter of the eighteenth centn-

ry, that this conversation occurrwl, in the kiteh-

en of farmer Carter's story and a balf farm-

bowse. It was sn old yellow-brown building,

which bad weathered half a century of storms,

with a steep, moss-cushioned mof, and small

witdows aml Jow ceilings. The kitchen was a

amreat, ample, friondly room, with a buge fire-

pince and high ‘mantel troe. Long strings of
peppers, and quartersd apples wers hnng over

this 1o dry for Winfer wse; thers wan a chest of |

elrawers, with beight broe hasBes, in the eorn- |

er, and a table whose ample, suowy cloth had |
beent spun by Sophrony's ewn hauds,

The teuder, serene supshine of that Antomn

afternoon Jooked o threngh the open door aml
| the small windows, on all these things. 1t flnt-
| tered with o loving caress abont the walls, and
over the rush-lottomel chairs, aml on the floor,
The robins mang in their nests, swung among
the branches of the sreat motherly apple tree
omtside; soft whmls sifted throngh  the corn-
fields, amd the long leaves fell away from the
ripe golden ears, like finled hopes; aml over all
the carth brwodesd the tessder aned tonching fare-
well which the faee of the year wears, and sohich
we hear in the voice of her wimls, when she
gathers up all the leunty and glory of the
rpring, and the Sumoner, and the Antnmn, inte
that last smile hers—the Dililian Sanmer.,

Consin Sophrany Carter—aluiest evervholy in

Herry Farmwealled beethis, for she was redated by
Llowsd or marvinge o vine dentli= of the families
—was s bright-foeed, plomp, daiotily  monlded
conntry  maiden, jost on the threshliold of her
twenty-second year,

Bhe was an opphgn, and lad been so from her
birtdy day, aml ber Father was an bon-
ext, hand-work Gonl-fearing farmer, whose
great enrthly ambition wis to clear np a fow
avres of pastore and wesdow Int, for his two
boys when they shoudd come of nge, amd leave
as a warriage portion taSophrany, the old home- |
steasl, which hee mather brought him. |

Consin. Soplirony Unrter was a wonderfnl girl
—un bright of glunee, so spry of wotion, that she
eonld peemmplisl wore wark in oue day than sl-
most any mablen or matron in Berry Farms.
The way ler spisning wheel wonld vevolve, or

; ber shnttle fly b the loom, was o perfect marvel

1o the whole village. Sl had taken chares of
ler Gathes's fumily ever sines the death of Ler
mother, wud with ber guick et and dextediiy,
the honschioll work was more a play than a la- |
Lior to the girl.

rlie was ot beaniiful, Lot she had Woom of
eolur, aud quick, bright ehanges of expression,
grace of movement. She was a favorite
with every lwsly, especinlly with men, for she |
was lively, warn-hearted, vivaeions, foll of the
miveliiel @ animal spirite which high health

| always gives o natorally impnisive natore; but

with all these gl and sttraective quaulities,
there was one which cat with slow rust iuto the
fivest fibres of hor being—one which 1, writing
this story, do =oleminly ol smrowfnlly bolieve

| has hesn the rain—life, apd heart, and sonl—aofl
| mote of iy sex, than any, slmost any otherthing,

and this was—love of adplration! |
It uncouscionsly nudermpined her principles;

| it bl ber dnte the commission of wany & mean

and petty met, which s wonld otherwise bave |
mevrnod.  She loved te 2 awlate the cavr and
alonsy of her nomerons wldmirers; and Mes,
whe Jund Tong olserved this quality in her
see, bad  resolvidd to relicve  hier ennscienee,
when she came over to Sdo ' the Fall preserves
of the Riters; amd the dearon’s wife was greatly
slioeked to lewrn that Sophriny had weeepted the
escort of & man to the apple boe, for wham she |
cared vothing, which was coming off that week,
ut widew Pike's, on the old tnrmpike road ; for
sho knew  that this was done simply to gratify |
ler wwn vaniry, amd torment into jealousy the
an whom all that was best aml truest i the
con) of Sophreny Carter houored g loyed,

“Ol, Josiah, yus don’s wmean to say that Hr
trie, tow!”

She was a little, plethorie woran, with a jpole
fisor und o pleasant, motherly sort of g swile,
that teak your heart at viees and she pat down
her Hat lron on an inverted sancer as she asked
this auestion, and theer was simctling  quiver-
el throngh her voiee, which made von fee] that
Iier very Tife was in her gqnestion,

“Yes, mother, I've enlisted, and
done,  Come, don’t give way, now,"

He spoke it oot blunt sl strong, ax a man
wsnally does anyihing which is disagrecahle to
communicate, and which he wishes to got over
with as soun ag possible.

He was a stalwart, hroad-breasted young farm.
er, with a fine, manly, intelligent face, anl g
smile that was like his mother's,

“O—h, Josiah!™

She prit oot her hand with a sodden e Dlor-
ment, as thongh a sharp blow  hal struck hor,
aml there was terrible anguish iu thoss two
] worrds,

“SWall, it's all done now, mother, amd there's ne
belp for i, It don’t become n strong, bealthy
vimnge fellow like me, to stay here at boms, amd
let others go off, leaving wives and children be-
hind "em, to fight for their conntry’s freedom. |
I'm ashamed that I ain't been an the fiald afore,
when there's nolwdy bt you to miss me moneh ;"
aud bere a kind of gloomy  spasiy shol across Bis

the work's

“Pint, Josish, you'ro all that your dear father
left me; and if anything should happen to my
by —"

She A1 not need to fuish the sentence, with
the look that she bent on hin.

He put his strong arm around  her, and spoke |
out, in his cheerfinl volee:

Come, now, mother, yon are ot the stuff to
keep your boy at home, when his conntry needs
him. That wasu't the way father setwl, when
he hieaded & company to drive off the Tudians
you've tolibme abont so often.  Just uow the ar-
my’s in terrible need o' recraits, and T toll you I
witrt to be on hand te givefhem Rod Couts the |
theashin® they deserve,” :
e | ything should bhappen o
tuken prisonor, or have a
leg or arm broken, or he shot down 1™ ¢

Amd the little woman put op her trembling
arms about I § neck, and shiversd in every limb,

“See her, mother, you'd better ook on t'ocher
sido, and think how proud you'll be o* your boy
Josiah, when e comes home, Cap'n or Colonel,
or some other big nume—why, il set yoo ap all
the rest o' your life, to have such a feathor in
my cap.”

she looked at him ont of her kind, fiuled ayves,
with sueh a world of doating tenderness that he
conlid hardly bear it.

“1'm prond enongh on you now, Josiah. How
souns ddo yon go? after a little silones betwixt
thim,

“Early next week, the company starts for
hiead quarters.”

“ily, w0 soon T |

“Yes : and thore's plenty of work for yon to
do"—thinking it best to seize hold of some prac-
tical matter, in onler to divert his mother's
thonghts from  the main sahjoet. “I mnst have
n eonple of good shirts, and a reg'lar army snit.
Yon've a soldier'’s mother now, and be's goin® off
on & good canse, nnd von mast show yourself
troe grit, like them old Spartans, and wish him
Liowd mpeed.”

She tried to ankwer him eheerfully, lmt the
words (ell into a sigh, fisr Josiah Stiles was his
mother’s ouly son, and she was a widow.

It was a mw. pallid-fuced, windy-beaten day
in the heart of November; Sophreny Carter was
slicing off thin strips from a great mounce of
Tmlian prdding, which stood on the table, amd
pMacing them in the spider, whese a few squares |
of salt pork were sputtering over the bed of
warm coals, which Sophrony had just raked np,
in onder to get supper in readiness; for the day
was wearing into night, and her father and the
two hired men bad been hand st work, palling
stumps ou some land they were clenring, and she |
knew they wounld Lring sharp appstites to their

" Sndd
‘ denly her brother lusso came in, and pok-
ed his fiaxen bead betwixe her agd the fire,
| “Sophrony!”
“Dou't be botlerin’ me now, you Ike. Jest
git out of my way.”
“Wall, T jest wanted to tell you that I met Jo-
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wink Stiles at the Four Corners, this mornin’, and | sickaess and sufferings, afier he wus loft for | six or seven years. He ealled to her, and in a

he sajd—"

“What did he say ! she suid, laylug down her |

knife, and looking up with s sadden interest.

“Ophy, he sail that he should start in about
two bonrs to jiue the army, aod be sent youo his
goinl-bye, Kindly,”

There was a long panse; Saphrany Carter took
up her knife again, but it shook back and forth,
gl_lti wade all sorts of zig-zags throngh the pud-

ing.

“Ike,” tarning suddenly upon him, “you jest
watch that padidin’, and s it don't buae; wnd
when futher comes in, ask him to slice up some
o' the dried beef for supper.”

Then she went ap staire, and threw Lerswlf
down on the low eor bed, in her Jittle eliamber,
nnder the roof, aml sobs of penitence and re-
morse shaok the ligure of Sophrny Carter ke
branches in a storm.

She knew then it was all her own work that
Jusinh Stiles had gone off aad enlisted in despe-
ralion amd despair, beeanse of her comdnet the
week before at the apple hoe; for, flattered by
the evident admiration she recvivisd, and enjoy- |
ing the thonght thet she was tormenting her
lover, she had  danesd with one and Girtel with
another, aml boen Ied on o many foolisk speenly-
vs amid deeds which she sfterwands pazrobtel,
Andd now that ber weong sud ernelty ||-urllr|\'cll
hit from her—it might be frever—Soplirony
Carter learned how, in the silence and  holiness
of her own soul, she loved Josiah Stiles—luved
I with all the tenderness of her Leart, all the
reverence of her sonl, ns o woman shoull love |
the lshand of her youth.

“1 il eit pll,” she muaned to herself.  “1'ts
a judgwent on we for all my folly and  wickesd-
e anduow i he should be shot, and his hlood
whiontld bo ot my bead! Oh, Josiah!™ |

Bt he was where those loving, pleading tones
conlil not reach his hoart, and Sophrony  Carfer
was learning, as sooneror later we all must, that
the wages of sin are suflering.

“How d'ye do, Miss Stiles? Aunt Laey thought
she'd semd you over a jog o' tresh wilk and a
prmmpkin pie, this morning.” |

“I's very Kind and thonghtful o' your annt,
Jason,” answered Mes. Stiles, as she received the
gifta from the hard hands of the voung man, |
who was the son of a neighbor, and one of her |
wolt's mates; but she did not observe the wistfal,
pitying glance which he shot into her face,

She carried the jug aud the pie into the pan- |
try, and returnel v o few moments, and chatted
with the young man abont the Winter's hanging
off, and hisx wint's health, and the new singiu’ |
schvol that was jost being started at the stove |
fpevtin’ bouse,” aml then she asked, suddendy :

“0h, Juson, there ain’s sny fresh news foom |
the army 1"

“Wall, yes," looking down; “there was some
l:m[ll;:l'i't in lust night 1o Squnire Morgau's, Miss
ST,

“I¥d yom hear anything abont it 1™

“Thero's I @ another light skirmish up in |
York, somewhere, and our boys has licked the
British.”

“F don
Juosinh

“slie saw the look then of fear and pity which
he durted at hor.

“Oh, Jason,” gasped out the little pale wo- |
man, “there haw't anything happened to my
lsow, has there !

Then the religion of the Puritansa—the eon-
stant, solemn, living reeognition of God, and His '
dealiugs with men, in all cirenmatances, and at
Wil timges and sea s, <linther of sorrow or joy,
of pain or glelues, which every child was
tanght ln every hour of his life, which were his
morning and evening lesson, that solemn in-
dwelling, all-believing  Gaitly, broke out from the
lips of the yonng wan, us he grasped the strick
en mother's hands, snying, while the great tears
rolled doswn his cheeks, It has not happened to
hine, Mins Stiles; il's 1|-|;l]It'1|¢'!| to us, fur Josiah's
in heaven!”

She did pot shriek nor moan; she sat down,
and coversst her foce with her hawds, and be
Luew that her heart was hroken !

“Merey sakea, father, what a elattorin' yon
wake! | begun to think the Iujins had raly

t suppose anything come to hand abont

win Rophiriay Carter was Sheeling™ a stock.
ing, one eabild night, in Hie opening of Deecmber,
Bl =at bofire the hnge liro-place. wiers o birek-
wonnl five wis leaping in great fans of flame up
the chimpey, and G11ing the old kitehen with is
rudidy glow. A small, ronid eherey stand stoml
on one sidde, il the gicl had nearly  apset this,
with the solitary tallow caudle wlioh was plac
ol om AL, in her alarm 2t ber Gathies's sudden and
Hisy entrance,

He was o tall, broad-Timlesd, weather-beaten
nean, in a farmer’s sait of bioe “hiomespun,” and
he walked np to the five, and spread his great
lianids elose to the Hames,

“Wall, ebald, Ui Kindder dazed, and conld sot
see my way clear.  I've heand pews™

“Rad news, father

“Yex, Sephirony. 1 got it from yonr aunt Pat-
ty's, where I jest stoppesl to hear how Jerry's
sick ox was coming on. It seems the Red Coats
and onr folks bas had & skirmishin', aml several
wie shiot; and amongst them was Josiah Stiles. |
Sich o Hkely, promisin® young man ! amd he wax
his mother's idol, and it's jest broken her heart.
This war's a dreadfnl thing.”

A sound of something falling heavily to the
floor, eauned the farmer to tarm roand soddenly,
ard he saw Bophrony Iving senseless on the floor,

“I'd no idee twonld take hor down so,” mur-

| mared the farmer, as he bathod the face of his

child, and rabbed her eold limbs tenderly as a
mother. 1 nast ha' told her too sudden, for she
and Josiah was school mates, and alay« sel o

| eral Washington "

Tust.
: :lip:lt_\- with age, is apt to lose its youth and re-

deadd an the battle fohil.
It was a terribly sevore lesson for Cousiny So-

| phrouy Carter, but it cured har of her besetting | mountiug & olair toe

sin, s sharp and terrible affictious are some-
times appainted of God for onr healing.

Jusiah Sriles regained his hoalth at Inst, anid,
when the war was over, Saphrouy Carter be-
came his well-beloved wifie, aud years later he
used to say of ber those most tender and soleinn
and beautiful words of Rolomon, the son of Da-
vid, that she was to him, iudeod, “A Gurr or
iE Lonn! "™

Riscellany,

______ - ,

el e e
mear:
m Inurely bower,

drooping flower,
‘Tell ua, in tones most alewr and platn,
That we shall meet his wrath again.

Winter is coming, in his might,
To spread o'er earth kis shade of aight:

The dark cloads fying.

And hoarse winds sighing
Fupotell his coming in 1 form,
The wrathful monsrch of the storm.
Winter is coming —flores the gale
That new swoops threngh the Sow’'ry vale:

Ita piercing brasth

Is spresding death.

And dark deapair in storn array,
Where beanty reigued but yestenday,

Winter is coming—(aded losves
Are falling fast with every beeaae;
The sak’'s broed arm
Haoth loat its charm,
Andd each bright Bower which feolly lingers,
Will soon be plucked by tey fingors,

Winter is coming—blast'ring forth
Frum leebergs tn his frosen north
Now wachiing bird,
Whose notes oft heand,
Kite abtivering o the lmtless tres
No mwote is heard ita barmony.

Winter ls cnning—~Iof us rejolen,
Fur in kis traio will Uew Joya
When snow-
Through Winter's sky,
There's juy—un in eack change of life,
If we but will, hupes may come rife.
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Bret iarie’s B 'ﬂm

and Joninh W. Confumion
ngre—Hew a M Came 1o an End.

Basxiva Rusie, N, J., Octaber 8, 1573
S :—1 bave seen her at lnst.  She is 107 years
old, and remembers George Washington quite
distinetly. It is somowhat confusiug, however,
that she siso r bors » t

et

thiuk, has the impression that Perkine was the
better wan. Perkins, st the close of the last
century, paid her some little attention. There

| are s fow things that a really noble woman nev-

or forgels.

It waus Perkine who said to her in 1795, in the
streets of Philadelplia, “Shall I show thee Gen-
Then she suid, eoreless-11ke,
for you know, child, at that time it waso't what
it i now to see Genernl Washington, she said,
“8a o, Josiah, & de” Then ho pointed to a
tall man whe got ont of a earriage and went in-
tw a large house.

Wlue stockings, and a broad-Lrimmed bat. In
Suamimer e wore a white straw  hat, and at his
farus at Hasking Ridge he always wore it. At
this poiut it became too evideut that she was
describing the clothes of the uil-fascinating Par-

kins, so I gently bat firmiy led her back to Wash |

ington.  Then it appearsd that she did uot re-
mesnher exactly what he wore,  To assist her 1
sketebed the general historie dress of that pe-
rivl.  She said she thought be was dressed hke
that. Emboldened by my suceess, I added a hat
of Uharles TL, aud painted shoes of the eleventh
voatnry.
.nl;u-ril":- that I dropped the saliject.

The house npon which I had stumbled, or rath-
er to which my horse—n Jersey hack accustomod
to historic research—had brought me, was low
aml yunint.  Like most olid bouses, it had the
apprurance of being encroached npon by the sur-
rounding globe—as if it were already balf iu the

| grave with a sud or two in the shape of moss

thrown on it like ashea on ashes aod dust on
A wooden honse, instemd of acquiring

spweetalility together. A porch with seant slop-
h]sg sedts {mr‘whkh arl:: the Winter's snow
wast have slid uncomfortably, projected from a
doorway, that opsned mest unjostifiably into a
small sitting-room. There was no vestibule or
locws paaitentie for (he embarrassed or bashinl

| visitor; he passed st onee from the seenrity of |

the publie rond into shameful privacy. And hore
in the mellow sutomual sunlight that streaming
throngh the maples and samach on the opposite
flickered and danced npon the floor, she sat and
diseonirsed of George Washington and thonght
of Perkins. Ehe was quite in keepivg with ber

Lonse and season, albeit a little o advanee of |

boih—her skin being of & faded rosset and her
hands so like dead November leaves that I fau-
cierd they rustled when she moved them.

For all that she was quite bright and cheery.
Her faculties still fresh and vigorous, althongh
performing irregularly and spasmodically. It
win somew hat di powing, [ coufess, to observe
that at times her lower jaw would drop, leaving
Ler specoliless, until one of the family wounld no
tice it and raise it smartly into place with a
snap, which was always performod with such an

ewod deal o' store by enel wiher,” ! halitnal, perfonctory-manner—generally in pass-
et R s e | ing to and feo in their honsehold dutios—that it
It was New Year’s cveuing, and the snow was | was very trying to the spectator. It was atill

falling thick outside, and the wind hest and
stormied  grovid the corners of the Jirtle red
hrown house, in the front room of which sat two
pale, sorrowful facoad womsn—a young sod an
old one; for Sophrony Carter pever allowed a
day to go over her bead, withont rooning in to
see the roken hearted mother of the man whkom
she had learued, too late, how teaderly she lov-

Grielf and  remorse had done much work with
the girl's fase, in those fonr weoks. The oli
brightuess and animation had gone ont of it.
Her votes, ton, which was so full of richuesa aml
langhter, had now, those soft falling tones whiel |
tell their own story of hidden sorrow, Mm
Htiles was mor stipahed to the girl, than to
anybody on earth, for she knew something of
her won's affiction for Sephrony; but Josiah hwd
kept his secret woll; for his mother never sus.
pected that the girl's condect was the real mo-
tive which had induaced him to join the army.

“Wall, Miss Stilos, the snow's getting so deep,
it won't do for me to stay any longer,” exelnim-
ed Hophrony, rising up, and throwing ber blne
Bannel shaw] over ier head.

Before Mrs. Stiles onnld reply, there was a
fumbling at the door latch ontside, which eansed
both the women to turn saddenly.

The next t the door opened, and a white,
haggand fuce looked in on the two women, anid a
pair of fiet shuflied foebly seross the threshhold.

“It's his sperrit—it™s his sperrit, come back to
accuse me,” moancd the white lips of Sophrouy
Carter, as she eronched down behind M. Stiles,
shuddering in every limb; for the snperstitions
in which she hail been educated at once suggest-
ed this to her marbid imagination.

But the fignre came right , snd the
eyes, fastened on the nld woman's face, did vot
see the face which crouched behind it; and the
former sat still, and frozen betwixt fear amd
hope, in her chair. speaking no word, making no

sign.

a weleome for your boy, that has come back to
you from the gates of death 17

She tried to rise up, Lut she fell hack into her
chair—the tears streamed down her fisce
inte her clasped, withered bands, while she cried :
out :

“Josiah—iny boy Josiah!™ I

Then the figure, crouched down in the eorner, |
rose np and darted forward—the arms, the sof

fump arms of Sophrony Carter were hered
. st o s oy e

]

| oquence of

“Mothor, dqu't you kanw me? Ain't you got ' p

| somach. 1

more embarrassing to observe that the dear old
lady bad evidently no knowledge of this, but
Lelleved that she wus still talking, and that on
resuming her actual voeal ntterance she was of-
ten abrapt and incoberent, nning alwars in
the midddle of a and ofte the mid-
dle of a word. “Sometimes,” said her daoghter,
a giddy, thonght inl of eighty-five,
“somotimes just her
hitelies her jaw, and if we don’t to sec
it she'll go on talkiug for bours without ever ma-
king n sound.” Although [ was convineed after
this that during my interview I had lost n“lrfx
important revelations regarling George -
F.m through these peculiar la‘puu, I eould not
belp retlecting how beneficent were these
visions of the Creator—how, il properly linjiﬂi
and applied, they l}?l- be fraught with happi-
uess to mankind. w u alight jostle or {ar at
a dinper party might make the post prandial ol
senility satisfactory to
itself, yot harmiess to others. How s more inti-
ate knowledge of anatomy introduced into the
dumestic circle might make a home tolerabls, at

j lesst, if not bappy. How a long-suffering bus-

band, uoder L

AND THE UNION.

yim Jo- |
| sialy W Jerkins, of Basking Ridgeo, N. J., and, 1

He was larger than yon be, |
He wore his own t powdered, lhad a
o aered u-hint;‘:’mﬂhlw breeches aml |

She endorsed theso with such cheerful |

fuint way asked for water. She returned to the
honse, us if to comply with bis request, Lut
from the chimuney a heav-
I ily londed “Queen Anne” musket, and guing to |
| the door, took deliberate aim at the intrader and |
| firedl. The inan fell back dead withoot a groan. |
| 8he replaced the mosket, and retnruing to the
| fenee, sovered the bady with houghs and leaves
|Iil'll.il it was hidden, Two or three days after
she related the ocourrence in o casnal, carelos
way, and lemling the way to the fenee, with a |
’ pivce of bread and butter in her ileless little I
tingers, pointed out the resalt of hier simple, un- |
[ sopbistiouied effort.  The Hessian was decently |
t Lurid, s 1 conld not find ont what beeame of |
ths lietle girl. Nobody scemed to remember.
ilmubﬂg‘r-he was happily was- |
| rivd—that-uo Jersey Lovelace attom to trifle |
| with u heart whose impulses were so prompt and |
| whose purposes were so siveere,  They did not |
seem to know if she had married or not.  Yet it
| does not seem probable that such simplicity of
| vonception, fruukness of expression and deftneis
| of execution were lost to posterity, or that they
| filedl in their time and season to give flavor to
| the dwnestic felicity of the period.  Boyowd this,
| the story perhaps hins little value, except as an
| off=et to the nsoal anecdotes of Hessian atrocity.
| They ol their financial panics evon in Jorsey
in the oll dags. She remembered when Dr.
| White uarried your consin Mary, or was it Ba-
| san I—yes, it was Busan; she remembers that
| yoor uncle Harry bronght in an armful of bank
| notes—aid threw them in the eorner, sayin
they wore no goud to anybody.  She remembores
playing with them, and giving them to yonr
| annt Aunn; no, child, it was your own mother,
| bless vonr heart, Some of them were warked as
| high as £100, Everylualy kopt gold and silver
in@ efocking, orina “chanex” vase like that. |
You tever need money to bay anything. When |
| Josials went to Rpringfield to buy anything, he |
toek a cartload of things with him to exchange. |
That yeller pieture-frame was paid for in green-
|ings. Bat then peopls knew jost what they
! bl s they dido't fritter their snlstance nway in
| nneliristian trifles like your father, Eliza Jaoe, |
| whe dovan't know thit thers in & Gl whe will
| Amite liw bip awd thigh—for veugrance is mine,
anil thoss that believe in me—but hero, singn-
| larly euongh, the inferior maxillaries gave ont
aod ber Juw dropped. (I noticed that her giddy
danghter of cighty-five was sitting near her, but
I do ot pretend to conneet this faet with the ar-
rested] flow of perwonal diselosore.) Howbeit, |
| when shie reeoversd her sposeh agnin it appearal
| thut shio was complaining of the weather.

The sensons hasd changed very much sinee yonr
fathvr went to s, The Winters nsed to be ter-
rible in those days. When she went over to
Springflielhl, lu June, she saw the suow still on
Wataon's ridge.  There wers whole days when
yom t git over to William Heury's, their
next n wr, a quarter of & mile away. It was
that dr Winter that the Spanish sailor
was fonml =von don't remember the Spanish
sailor, Eliza June, it was before yenr time. Thers
waus o little porsonn] skirmishing here, which 1
fearvd, ot Hrst, wight ond in a saspensioo of
maxillary finctious and the loss of the story, bt
bere it ie. Al, me! it is 2 pore white Winter
idyl; Low shall T sing it this Lright Aatumsnal
day?

It was a terrible night, that Winter's night,
whrn she wnd the contary wers yonng toget her,
The sun was lost at three o'clock; the snowy
aight came down like & white sheet that Iislrpl'd
arviigl the hotse, beat at the windows with its
walge=, o] b fast wrAppesl 1L In o8 close dinbrace.
In the middle of the night they thonght they
heand above the wind a voies erying “Christus!
Christns!" jon foreign tongue.  They opened
the door—no vasy task in the north win tht
prossesd its strong shonlders against  it—bat
| nothing was to be seen bnt the drifting snow.
| The pext worning dawned npon fences hidden
| and & landscape changed and obliterated with

drift. Dnring the day they again beard the ery
of “Christos ™ this time faint and bidden like a
child's voice. They searched in voin; the drifled
snow held its seeret.  Ou the thinl day they

the vry distinetly.
the body of & mwan—a Spanish sailor, dark and

bearded, with ear-rings in his ears.  As they |
stood gazing down at his cold mwl pulselons fig- |
nre, the ery of “Clristus™ again rose apon the
wintry air, and they turned and fled in supersti-
tions terrur to the bouse, And then one of the
chilileens,  bolder than the rest, koeit down
andd opened the dead man's rough ‘)en‘jaclu-l and
found —what think you f—a little bluw and green
mrrot pestling against bin breast! It was the
{Iiﬂl that had echowd iwechauieally the bust de-
spairing ery of the life that was given to save it,
| It was the bird that ever after, amid ontlandish
oaths and wilder sailor songs that 1 fear shocked
the pure ears of its gentle mistress and brought
rennednl into the Jersess, still retained that one
weinl and mournful ery.,

| The sun meanwhile was sinking belind that
| steadfast range bevond, and 1 eonld not help
feeling that I must depart with my wants unsat-
istied. I had bronght away no historic fmgment ;
| 1 absolutely knew little or nothing new regarding
| George Washington, | had been sddressed vari-
ously by the pames of different members of the
family who wore dend and forgotten. ] hal
stoud for wn bourin the past, yet [ had not added
to my historienl knowledge, nor the proctieal
| benelit of yonr resders. spoke oneo ore of
| Washington, and she replicd with a reminiscence
of Perkins

| Stand forth, O, Josiah W, Perking, of Basking
| Ridge, New Jersey. Thon wast of little aceonut
| in thy life, | warrant; thou didst not even feel
| the greatness of thy day and time; thou didst
| eriticise thy superiors ; thon wast small and nar-
| row in thy mays—thy very name snd grave are
| pnknown and nneared for,  But thoo wast onee
| Kiodd 8 8 woman who saevived thee, and Jo, thy
name s again spoken of by men. sl for o mo-
ment lifted np alove thy betters!—Bret Harte in
‘ the New York Tribune.

—_— el — - —
Ex-Presidents in Washingion.
|  The unewspapers are reporting that ex-Presi-
| dent Fillmore aml fouf surviving members
|of his Cabinet—Congad, of Lonisiana,
| ana, Secretary of War; Hall of New York, Post-
maater-General ; Graham of North Carlina, Bec-
retary of the Navy ; and Steart of Virginia, Sec-
! retary of the Interior—are expeoted to visit
| Washington this winter for a Iy reanion,
| Ex-President Andrew Johnson in now at the cap-
l ital, s, allnding to the fact, the Washington
Chroniele say=<: “Mr. Johnson is the first ex-
President who ever returned to the eapital of
the nation after the expirstion of his offeial
term of service in a parely social manner. Ex-
| President Joho 3““", Adams returned as &
| member of the House of Representatives, and
ex-President Tyler as & member of the Peace

t of a vas,
might so nnhook his wife's condyloid process as
to allow the flow of expostalation, eriticism or
dennnciation to go on with gratifieation to ber
and perfect immunity to himself.

Bat this was not ting back to Goorge Wash-
ington and the struggles of the Republic.

' 8o 1 retnrned to the Commander-iu Chief, but
estions, that |

found after one or two leading
she was mther inclined to ressut his appearance
on the stage. Her reminisosnces were chistly
social and local and more or less flavored with
Perkine. We got back as fur as the Revolution-
ary epoch—or rather her hmpressions of that
epoch when it was still fresh in the public .aind.
Auvd here 1 came upon an incident, purcly per-
sonal and loeal, but withal, so novel, weind, and

laced ;. W, in my mind and tinged the satum-
ual ficlls be with a red that was pot of the
not remember to have read of it
in the books. I do not know that it is entirely
anthentic. It was attested to me by mother aml
danghter as an nncoutradicted tradition.

In the little field beyoud, where the plaw still
turns up musket-balls and
P and K p'b.:uu’
the militiamen ny .
made the retreat historical. A
wounded in both
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ARCH.EOLOGICAL
DE

Prof. Schliemunn’s remarkable discoveries in the |
Troad, to the highly interssting results which |
hai rewantwl similar researchos in the islaud of
Delos, peenlinrly sacted to Apollo in olgesioal
my thology.
wigue , of Athous, some particulars of these dis-
coveriea, The excavations were made under the |
| direction of the French Schoal of Classic Art, at
Atheus, of which we bave also spoken in a for-

mer article.
uity, in which the worship of the Delian Apolle
waa first celobrated, bas boeu discoverasl.
roof, composcd of ton enoemons stones, had boen
observed before, and the min went by the nnmes |
of “The Stone Gate,” “The Dragon's Cave,” &e. |
| Certain passages of Homer and Virgil led to the |
infervnce that this structure was the Leotum |
(house of Latona) or oraenlar temple of Apolls,
hat pothing short of an exeavation conld eon-
firm or overthrow this eonjecture, which astro-
nomical considerations alse had rendered very

Minister of
Cabiget), obtained the necessary funds and ap- |
pointed M. Lebegue to the work of nuearthing |
the baried temple.
tled. Thoe gate of the templs, which was ou-
tirely buried, facos the west, aod is an opening
| in u wall of tbe peonliar and massive structure
ralled Cyrluping. and regardud in clussin daye ae
of remote antignity—the fempla saxo structs re-
tusto of Virgil.
frout of the editice,
| plo bailling was open to the sky, and js & moro
ancient exwmple of the hypasthrum, or rootless
temple, thau any hitherto kuown,
rior of the temple, and auder the ruof, is & buge
roof of unwronght granite, on which anclently
stoonl the statue of Apollo.
| statne was replaced by a classical one of Parian

marble, the surface of this block was hollowed »
| little to receive the

I i A
broke n path to the fenee, aod then they beand | :;':: ?:?[“m itualf, X

Digging down, they found | beel of
bloek of marble, so that the god must have ap-

interior of the temple were also fonnd two of the
marble le;
Onutside of the temple, the rocks which form the |
two witle walls
way as to form a conrt, the foor of which is ele-
vated, supported in froot by a bose wall, aml
reached by a ight of steps cat in the rook.
this court stands the circular base of the altar,
or tripod ; this base is of marble, and has three
eramp holes into which doubtless the legs of the
tripund were wet,
Lasin, s appears to have contuined some oliject

of metal which has disappeared. This sort of

altar, or thymaterian, is called by Virgil corfinae, |
aml it appears, from his acconnt of the visit of

HEneas o the sacred islamd, that whea the oracle |
was abonl to s
that the inqguirers were struek with awe, while
the temple and the whole Cynthiau meantain
near it were shakeon.

Cyuothian Mountain bas browght to Jight the
ruins of o temple dedicated to the Cynthian Ju-
piter and Minerva, some fragmenta of statnes
anid vases, and about twenty inseriptions.
of these last is & mosaic of the Roman epoch,
and has reference to a cataclyston or eomplavi-
um, designed to solleot rin water.
thin cistern has been discovered at the same

The Independ Hellenig
man remaine most bave beey overlooked at the |
two momorulile purificativns of Delos in the tima
of Pisistratns and of the Peloponoesinn war, re.
spectively, or else that they were entombed on |
Cynthas in virtas

ted with the French armchologis
take charge, on behalf of the Greek governmont,
of the antiquities which

takes

Stamatakamis rendered to M. Lebegue

perience and good will.—XN. . Jewrnal of Com-
meree.
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FAMILY CATHERING. I LEPROAY IN CALIEORNIA.

The Plagae of the Mengels— What Lepreay is
I —U1s Spread in Californis.

Fat the day had Jost 8 cliarm. | iWurrespondence of the New York Graphic )
Bl rerpoprmeky o | OF such boings there are suid to be at least 200
Oh! 3o oodd and """'m',, wind, | in San Fraocisco today. 1 saw a duzen or more
Round the graves st Malvern Hilla® of them yesterday, during an boar's walk of ex-

pMoration in the Chivese quarter. The p
0"-.' "'"".'u’.."...u... Fu:mhm -2'..., ‘ who has been most active in endeavoring te eall
e in wm masndirw, public attention to the presence in the commmuni-
w“ \J-l:rra -Iﬁu'! alnne | ty of this awful curse is Dr. Charies O0'Donnell, &
"n.“.,. u-“-th:fmn e ateife regular practitioner, who has seen this discase
Bt we cvald oot amouth his pillow | before in the Samdwich Islands, and there legrued

Could not chewr the parting ) | ln:\'irlw |; with iiread and horror,

"nder Dr. O'Dounell’s gaidauce, T visited the
n?.m w-d at Amnthetan, ('In:tr-u:‘unru'tl: We w-‘:t tlmn.sgb h:t u swnil
Jportion 1t—the black above sl slreed, ou
Juekson, in which the Chinese theatre is located.

but we saw evongh to, at least temporarily, sat-
isfy wmy curiosity. We were afor lopors, “1
will show you any stage or form of the disrase
| you desire (o see.” was the Doctor’s reply ; “thers
wro two lll:ll‘liirr.'ll of thew within gunshot of
here.” A little above Dupont street he plunged
into an alley, or, miber 8 crevice, betwesn two
baildings. The Chitiese love to CLOUOTHIZE NPAcH.
They delight in being crawdel, Through the
thick smoke which fillesl & deg ahont seven foet
long, Il_\'n fret wide, and six foet in helght, 1
| conhil dimly discern the fignre addressd as ..ﬁn,
| He was coukivg rice. In o few minntes he came
!lmluh[n‘;g ta the doow. He would have been a
nice chairman for a Committes o Pemonal At-
(s Sireym uipom those quiet grae l-;urlim't‘-:l Tl}mnrl. 1'“1"' hillocks, sopplied the
ilnwaa e the e B s ace of dimples, amd there were ravines 3
Giluws mhsove ile sloried waves | where protuberanees might have bosn e:‘.:acq;-::
In their watehes on the mountaius, | His skin louked thick, dark, red, scaly. “Show
They have seen 1in tising stap | us your arms, John,” said the doctor, pantomim-
They _'hn\rir tonslewet Il:tmﬂ"; beauty, ing.  He might as well have talked to a =omlen
s..“:.-l; :',.:l: l‘m "r'h-nluxtﬂl::- man: but the vigorous pantomime was affective.
In this year af griel xnd save; John's arms were worse thun his face, “Now
And we hmsnd their apirit volces, your legs, John"—with more pautomime. John's
When we sabd our evening prayer. fuce was positively pretty by contrast with Sis
AP — 3 | logs. 1T bis calves wers over half as big na his
DISCOVERIES AT  gukles now are, Joho most have once been o
powerful fellow. Heis more than tho average
size of his race, so there is more fiold for the op-
erativns of the leprosy, which seewmns lhnmnghry
Chinese in its power of ntiliging all available
space.  He b such big temors that he seems
rather prowd of theus, and makes signs that he
has others, still more magoificent, on hiddon por-
tions of his surfuce. Wo lowe interest in the
contemplation of his charmm, and retire; bet,
before doing so, lay some money on his door-step.
A little forther up the siroet we enier another
bailding, and pass through to a coart-vard in the
rear. Herv, ot night, the odoriferons Mongalinns
pack themselves togother like sardines. In day-
time, if not st work, they lie here and smoke
opinm. So three of them are engaged in one
| don, at which the doetor stops to inquire for the
whject of Lis seurch. Opiom smokiug may pro-
duce delicions sensations, but it cortatuly makes
| @ villninous smell.  “Yes, thers is another case
Just lu-ﬁiuning. exclaims the doctor, in a tone of
trinmph, fumbling away at a Chiness woman's
hair, and exhibiting a great swolles, seale-form-
ing wploteh covering hor right temple,. Both
she and her oompanions feel rather uneasy, pos-
wibly mistaking ns for policeman in plain clotles
—i raco of beings moch dreaddd by them—and
very readily direct os to another loper, sone
doors farther along the gallory,

This leper is an old and very miserablo one.
He sppears to bo sixty yeaos old. He has passed
from the bloated, putly stage to oue of horribls
emutmlguil. dliu leau old face luaks painfully
mom keyish. in arws and legs have no more
tlesh on them than the shanks of a healthy ea-

| mary.  With difficulty Le totters out of the dingy
| konnel o be inspecteil. With piteons, imploring
| gestures sod tanes bo begs for melicine fron the
| doctor, whom ho recognizes. Alas' no mediviue
cau avail him. Ere long he will cease to want it

Leaving this swarming, filthy hoaws, we eross
the strect to o Uhinese zrocery, where the doctor
expects to find another specimen.  This grocery
IS m Quesr luim-r_ Tts stoek in trade is of o elr-
acter which would puzale anybody hut a Ch
wan.  Btrange vegotables, grown ouly in a Chi-
nese gandon, are piled ap bere and thore.  Bask-

ets stand abont flled with dricd fishes, vory

#mnall ones like onr minnowa.  There are piles of

| dried euttie-lish, hideons things with fat white

| bodies as big as & man’s haod, sl & ot of dry,
twisted, tangled tails stragzgling out from one

fenl. There are stratige nuts and quese pve-
sorves.  Every article in the sture seems to have
somn poenliar, abominable simvll of ita own. The
grawd total is & compound, eomplicated, over-
powering, permeating and stupendons stink—

| the chmupion stink of the worli. But we do
Dol emoe v to see growveries or to amell them.
The white man’s stomwach soon  begins ta protesy
agninst this stmospbere, aud wo wove on.  The
dogtor offered to show me “fifty more cases right
aroundd hore,™ if I wished to see them, hot it
socmied to e 0s if 1 dido't really yearn for any
more luprosy. A fuw lepars are intaresting, but
in time they grow monatotons,

The experience of all peoples among whom it
has existedl, tn Egypt, China, the Sandwich Is-
lands, al elsewhiore, has resalted in the anqual-
ified afirmation that it is contagions. A few
| physicians, and still more unprofessional persons
in this eountry, protest that it is not axonpt un-
der peeuliar eironmstances.  The angamoeot s o
| eommon one,  “We have had the leprosy here in
| Califoruis sver since we have had the Uhinese;
| why, if it is mrlll!gmns. lian it nut sprosd among
| the white people '™ There 1w a primary orror
betw in the sssumption that it has not. The fact
is that it hae. A man nsmed Elkridige died hars
| m few moutha sinee from this discase.  Another
man died of it oot loug siuce in the Alsmeds
ponnty hoapital. Judge Asher Butes, 8 man who
held the highest place in the ostostn of the pao-

| ple of San Franeiseo, died but a few weeks sines,
aud it has been affirmed to me thet this borrid
pest was the ecauss of hisn demise. [ know of
one ernn now in progress here, a white man, who
privil [ is suffering with leprosy, and [ only rofrain from
m"sl" iz | Eiving his name by request of the physician
te 8 person to

Aud we laid them on his broast.

Jiark! the chime of saft, aweet voipes,
Musie ringing throagh the ball;
Baat a sownul ne can uiler,
Murmurs throngh its rise and fall,
Like the faroff nolse of sraies,

i
i
|

Sadly, plaintively it comea

Tiline! and fenlish, we whe mormar
Hely, powerful and cales.

God s gaiding on the "
Thouzh we may not feel His arm,
#omething elearer than the starlighy
Slevps upomn Lhose guiel graves;
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We alinded the other day, in connection with ‘

We find in tho Inde nroe Halle-

The temple of pre-classical snring-

The

wroballe in the view of M. Barnouf. M. Bamoaf
aid the uuh}}nut befure M. Jules Simon, (then
"ublie Instruction in the French |

The excavation is wow fiu- |

This wall, of course, foru d the
The back part of the tem-

In the inte-

When the earliur

estal of the statae, OF
begne found still io place
fout and a part of the right one.  The
the latter was supported by a small

red as half stepping forward in the well
nown attitude of the Apolle Belvidere. In the

of the sscred table, brackot shaped.

sde from  each other in such a

In

It in hollowed inte o sort of

k, the mets]l vase roared so

Another excavation on the summit of the

e

A part of

lace. Clowe by is a small iuclosure filled with
nneral vases containing sabies and human bones,
thinks thess hu-

of some specinl
The Greek Minister, M. Calliph

who has him in charge. Could the truth be
| known sbout the spresd of loprosy among the
| white population it wonld be appalling. Bat is

ight i
::d‘h s dlessvecnl, | eannot be as yet. Those afflicted with the dis-

o'V Rralatarias, Bocretary af the Archisogical | 998 SAPPross 4 fact wotl the last moment.
Society. The dirvetor of the Freach school | e e A "

the sid which M. |
by bim ex-

vecasion to acknow in Duail Times.

Advertising
The Milwaukee Wisoonsin relates the following:
“After the crash of ‘57, when everybody was
almost seared to death and the cronkers predict-
e P — el that the conntry hud gune to smash, a dry
Tharmemstricsl .| goods house was opened in this eity, which pro-
The La Crome Demoerat, in a lengthy article | eeu!h“-;l;da the principle that in order to reach ::.
mouney in t kets of the peaple the
along here some time sivce, with | proprietors must aell .?':"m low priess aod ad-
to place | vertiss largely. They worked vigorously upon
this priveiple. Their brother merchants whao
not advertise predicted that the vew firm
wonld be rnined, as they paid too mueh fur ad-

“A man caume

ther- |

Congress. Othurs may bave done likewise when | mometer, by paying the thermometer man & cer- | vertiniug, Nevertheloss, they ted. In a
ealled by poblic dnty in some other espacity; | tain price in cash. Among the advertisers per | single year thoy paid $500 in to the Daily
bat nuless called to the sest of the Kational | thermomeler were several wha g the eity | Wiscomsin for ndvertising, aud st the end of seven

| Government, Washington society has heretofors | newsy a2 al for a long | yenrs retired from business with a fortans of
insisted that it had no for ex-officials of | time. Oue of them, who had let the newspapers | §100,000, while other merchants ou the sams
this high grade. Ex- t Jm.mu-;lr, alone, Lot ul:'-go S -:’.I.nu..,, proposit o ;r::, some of them opposite their store, lad
reals this nsage wi henlute indiffe e | Lo af stopped iled,™ .

‘ . Wi mage Wik b editor the other day, and remarked that be bad |

| comes aml goes like any other eitizen, and re-
| eelves his friends with that simple, nunostenta-
| tions manner which characterizes those long ne-
| customed to civilized society. His present visit
has already been protracted several weeks. His
bearing aml manners are those of & gentleman

at home among his friends.”

Ledger says: A little, ernmpled packs, arrived

at the mavor's office this ml:;g. which had a a
as

Hnghes, a merchant in Springfield, Ilinois, who | on "

| nmcanny, that for a while, I fear, it quite dis- | has been active in colloeting money for the dis- ymr_ult'cm-mf- ST

tonch of history. It was sent Mr. John A.

troessed le. It was tightly rolled ap in two
or thm‘:l:l:'tn of very white letter paper, and
contained five dollars and five cents, nearly all
| in one, two and three cent pieces and mickles;
| alwe two faded pieces of paper enrrescy of the
l old five and ten eent imsne.
some child’s treasure, the acemmulation of & lit-
On the inner wrap-
ttle Lily's -m,:t:” g::' l-:
Rd mater , Wri
child” On the p’n R loe M
* No other ex

| just got on_the & _
was, aod that his prices were so low that it al- | ant continned his advertiiement in our eolamus
most made him sick to think of giving things | throngh tbe whale period of staguation. sod

dowy his checks—for he bas got cheek—and he |
A Cunp's Dyvisc Brquest.—The Memphis | said

Evidently this was |
| ness she wonld Jend it to

We rememnber & simllar instanee among onr

stock of own advertisers in the panic of 1557, A merch-

gooda that ever

He maid he wanted & nies local

away. . voties, | potwithstanding many predictions that “it
setting the thing op in big shape. The editor | wonld’st pay.” His I,,“nm_' after was that
Jooked at the man & momeat, the tears trickled  bis sales were steady and bin profits satisfactory.

while many a merehant arooud bim who “could
: i b gy | not afford to advertise,” saw his clerks stand idle
“P1 fell yon what I will do. I will write you | Lehind bis countens.
Teasdidd local notice, spreading it on as thick A financial panic dnes not mean that no one
know how, amil you just take it and alick i | .. any . There is plenty of maney in
leﬂﬂlﬂw, whero you do | the country, st those who hoand it are just the
ones ta be eager for the “hargain” which a fall i
This may be prices holds eut,  Hut to buy they must know
- | where 1o bug, and the merclant who tells them
Ix & town pot # thonsand miles from Portland, | gl receive their . ¥. Evesing Post.
Me., lives an obl Indy and her grandsen. The | r oAb
old lady told the over m yrar agn, that | A FEW weeks ago there was sold at the Castio
she had saved a le suw of money, mul | Johaonisherg, from the famons erllars of Prince
that if he ever got into & tight place in his bosi- | Metternich, & eask of the geouiie Jobannisherg-
m. Dwring the re | or, It was the best of the famons vinlage of
cuont pavic e foutsd himself in & bad altuation | 1516, and was bonght by Conssl Haner, of Mos-
from the want of ready cashi, and conclnded to | cow, at the enormons price of MM guilders, or
. 'I.h-:l:hd’ ;:dh:: tod h{; 50 e HE—————————
0 a i E
b Wish alacrity she went o bet trnok, aod | “Poon Jim Wayne!’ ""“"":"“L';‘hﬂ, pa-
drawing ont an old stookiug, to count | per, “he has whers Lar-Tem 0's scow |
oat $1,000 iu old Btate bills—hills that when 2 man fils the glasses 1.
et o=t 4] yEEL o awfnl happs when the banks begin

“Woopxax, don't spare that tree”—Big Tree. | fo pay™—new ditty.
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